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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This was not a pairing !\'d thought about writing in the past.. Thanks for the fun challenge! :D This will 


probably eventually have a few more chapters. 


The wind blew wild around the creaky old apartment building as Neil peered through the windows into the 
parking lot. Still no sign of them. He paced into the kitchen, then back to the living room. He couldn't help but be 


anxious; he loved and dreaded these evenings in equal measure. 
He made another circuit, and finally the buzzer sounded. He ran down the stairs a little more eagerly than he 
would have admitted and broke into a silly grin at the sight of his bandmate and lead singer through the plate 


glass of the entrance door. 


The gusts were blowing his ebony hair in long streamers behind him and his pale skin glowed in the unearthly 


pre-storm light. His delicately slanted hazel eyes looked out from behind the glasses that he refused to wear 
onstage, preferring instead to squint and hope for the best. 


Geddy flung himself into the entranceway as soon as Neil opened the door. "Ah! My God, it's nasty out there! | 
think it's gonna pour soon." Geddy had a soft, quiet speaking voice that contrasted sharply with his onstage 
howl. Neil smiled as the small man pushed past him, carrying a bag-covered bottle in each hand. He held the 
door open a moment longer, and when no one followed, he looked out into the lot. No one there. He closed the 
door and followed his friend back up the stairs. 


Geddy stood outside of his apartment, cradling the bottles to his body. Neil looked at him quizzically, but he 
avoided his gaze, suddenly becoming interested in the pattern of the hall carpet. Neil took the hint and unlocked 
the door. 


Neil led the way with Geddy following close behind Once they reached the tiny kitchen, Geddy handed over the 
bottles (one Blue Nun, one scotch), then sighed and rolled his head, stretching his long, graceful neck. "What do 
you say we skip the wine and go straight to the hard stuff, Pratt? | could use it tonight” 


"Sure." Neil grabbed a couple of glasses from the cupboard and some ice from the freezer, then poured a 
generous amount of scotch into the two glasses and handed one to Geddy. 


The pair moved back into the living room. Geddy went immediately over to Neil's overstuffed bookshelves and 
started scanning the titles. When he was away from Alex's raucous influence, Geddy had a shier, more bookish 
nature that meshed well with Neil's own introverted personality. 


"So, uh, will Alex be joining us tonight?" 

Geddy didn't turn around. "No, | don't think so." Neil waited for him to elaborate, but nothing was forthcoming. 
He hated to pry, but he was definitely catching on to the fact that something was up, and he wanted to know 
what. For one thing, anything that affected his bandmates affected the band. Maybe he wanted to know for 
other reasons, too, but that was neither here nor there. 


"Is something wrong between the two of you?" 


"No, other than there isn't really a ‘two of us' right now. There's me, and then there's him. No us. | think 


we're over for real this time." 


Neil got up from the couch and walked to where Geddy was standing, placing a hand on his shoulder. "I'm so 


sorry, Ged. Do you want to talk about it?" 


"There's nothing to talk about. | got tired of having the same old fight for the hundredth time, and | guess he 
got tired of it too." He tucked a stray lock of hair behind his ear and chewed nervously at his lower lip. 


Neil didn't know what to say. There were a million words all jostling for position in his mind, and none of them 


seemed like the right one. "Ged, l." He was saved from his floundering by a low rumble of thunder in the 
distance. 


Geddy looked up. "Oh, cool, the storm's here." He walked over to the window. "Hmm. Can't see anything yet." 


Neil cleared his throat. "You know, if you sit in just the right spot, you can see the lake from my bedroom 


window. We could go in there. Storms always look more impressive over the water." 
"Yeah, cool, let's do that." 


Neil watched as Geddy disappeared through his bedroom door. God, what had he been thinking? We'll just watch 
the storm, thats all Nothing more’s going to happen Just two friends, watching a thunderstorm. He screwed up his 
courage and went into his room, only to have his stomach fill with butterflies at the sight of his dear friend 
sitting on his bed, just as he'd dreamed would happen someday. 


He'd known Geddy and Alex for over a year, and he'd known about their tumultuous relationship for almost as 
long. They seemed to either be screaming at each other or screwing, with no happy medium. As their 
bandmate, Neil was witness to both. (Well, not quite a witness to the screwing, but with hotel walls being as 
thin as they were, he might as well have been) 


Alex had a young son with his high school girlfriend, and this caused enormous tension between the two. Alex 
professed his love for Geddy at the slightest provocation, but every time he made plans to leave the mother 
of his child, some sort of crisis would arise. Alex would feel the need to save the day, and he'd stay with her 
another day, another week, another month. It always turned into an apocalyptic fight, followed by high-decibel 
make-up sex. Neil imagined it must be exhausting for both of them, but Alex always seemed to bluster, 
emote, and gesture his way through the rough spots unscathed. On the other hand, Neil thought that Geddy 
looked more shellshocked and wounded with each blowup. He'd tried to be there for his friend and help him 
dust himself off until the pendulum swung back around and he was smiling again. It was all he could think of to 


do, and did it a lot. 


Somehow, slowly, his friendly concern had evolved into something deeper. He found himself thinking about how 
much better off Geddy would be with someone calmer and more settled, someone more like himself. He also 
found himself noticing the lithe bassist's body, how he moved, the sad look in his eyes when he thought no one 
was watching. Finally, Neil couldn't deny his feelings to himself any longer, and had to admit that he was falling 
for him, hard. 


It was odd -- he'd never had feelings for another man before, and he'd had to drastically reshape his self- 
image as a consequence, but it nonetheless felt strangely natural. Natural and futile. No matter what else he 
might feel, he still liked Alex as a buddy and could never betray him by trying to break up his relationship, 
dysfunctional as it might be. So, on their frequent hang-out nights he sat there and held his feelings inside, 
whether the other two were slamming doors and shouting curses at each other or making out on the couch 


next to him. Now, though, well.. 


Geddy had taken off his shoes and was sitting with his knees curled up to his chest. He didn't take his eyes off 
the window, but patted the mattress next to him. "C'mon, Neil, have a seat. You can see the thunderheads 


coming in over there." He pointed to a dark wall of clouds on the horizon "It looks like a big one!" 


Neil hesitated for a moment and then joined Geddy on the bed. The two sat in silence for a while, but as the 
storm was nearly atop them, Geddy spoke. 


"| gave him an ultimatum, Neil. | was stupid and | told him that he had to choose if he wanted her or he 
wanted me, and he chose her." His voice was so small and injured, Neil couldn't help himself. He put his arm 
around Geddy's bony shoulders. 

"Well, they have a child together." 

Geddy chuckled bitterly. "Yeah, | know, and | can't exactly compete with that, now can |? But I'd never keep him 
from his son. | told him that! No, | think he'd just rather be with her. | guess | can't blame him. I'd pick 
someone else over me." His forehead sunk down to rest on his knees. 

"Ged, don't talk like that. I'd choose you over her any day." 

"Too bad you're straight, then, huh?" 

"Yeah, about that." When he didn't continue, Geddy looked over at him. Not really believing what he was about 
to do, Neil swooped in and kissed him gently on the lips. Geddy jolted out of his embrace and stared at him, 
shocked. 

"What was that for?" 


Oh, God, what a huge mistake Ive made, Neil thought. Still, he couldn't bring himself to lie. "I'm sorry, Ged. | 


never meant to tell you, but.. | care about you. More than just as a friend." 
"You ‘care about me'? What does that even mean? You're not gay, Neil. This doesn't make any sense." 


"I know, it doesn't make any sense to me, either, but it's the truth. | have.. feelings for you. | can't explain it, 


and | understand if you don't feel the same way." 
‘Im just.. really surprised | never thought.. Me? Are you sure?" 


"Look, | might be confused, but | know what | feel and what | see when | look at you." He hesitated. "I suppose 


you probably want to go home now." 


Geddy looked at him, mouth still slightly open Then, wonder of wonders, he slowly shook his head. "No. What | 
think | want to do right now is kiss you again Would that be okay?" 


It took a moment for what he said to register with Neil. Then it sank in, and he felt the blood rush to his face 
(and other parts further south). He tried to speak, but no words came out, so he nodded. 


Geddy cupped the back of his head and laced his fingers through his hair, bringing him close. He hesitated for 
just a moment, then lightly pressed his lips against those of his friend. They stayed like that for a heartbeat, 
then Neil felt Geddy giggle against his mouth. He pulled away, confused and a litle hurt. 


Geddy smiled at his befuddlement. "H's your mustache, Neill It feels funny!" 
"Oh, ah, well, I'm -- sorry, | guess.” 


"No, no, don't bel | like it" He again leaned close and resumed the kiss. "Mmm, | like it a lot," he whispered, 
deepening the contact. His tongue began to trace the line where Neil's lips met. His lips parted, and Neil moaned 


involuntarily at the sweet invasion 


The rain lashed hard against the window as the two men sunk together to lie side-by-side on the mattress, lit 
by the strobing lightning, their sounds of desire swallowed by the howl of the wind and the growl of ever- 


nearing thunder. 


Neil's body felt electrified with arousal, but a part of him still wrestled with two decades of social conditioning. 
When Geddy slid his hand down his shoulder and to his hip, Neil couldn't suppress a flinch. 


Geddy released him and broke the kiss, looking at him with concern. "Oh, God, I'm sorry, Neil. Am | moving too 
fast?" 


"No, | just don't know what l'm doing." 
"Are you having second thoughts? We can stop if you want. | won't be mad, and | won't tell anybody." 


Neil shook his head. "No! That's not what | meant. | mean, | /ferally don't know what to do. This is all new to me, 


and | really don't know how this is supposed to go." 


Geddy's expression changed from one of uncertainty to a devilish grin. "Well, then," he purred, "I guess it's my 
job to show you." He slipped Neil's t-shirt up his torso and over his head, then gently pushed his shoulder 
down until he lay flat on his back on the bed. He straddled Neil's supine form and began kissing and nipping at 
his earlobes, then worked his way down to his neck, across his chest and down to his abdomen. He licked the 
skin just beneath his navel, then paused. 


"Neil? | need you to tell me if you want me to stop what I'm doing, because | really don't want to stop, okay?" 
"Uh-huh." He couldn't quite form coherent words, but stopping was the furthest thing from Neil's mind. 


Another flash of that evil smile and Geddy was unbuttoning the top button on Neil's jeans, then pulling the fly 
down. He took the waistband of Neil's undershorts between his teeth and pulled them down over his aching dick. 


He kissed the sensitive skin just above Neil's pubic hair and moaned. 


"Ohh, you have such a beautiful cock" He kissed its tip, then proceeded to lick all around the head like it was 
an ice cream cone melting in the humid dusk. The storm was over them in full force now, and the lights 
flickered as he finally took Neil's hard-on all the way down to the base. Neil clenched his teeth to keep from 
screaming. He squeezed his eyelids tight, and stars burst behind them. He'd had blowjobs before, of course, but 
this was pretty amazing. Geddy knew just the right amount of tongue to use, when to suck harder, and when 
to use the tiniest hint of teeth. 


He didn’t last long under the sensual onslaught. Though his eyes were still closed, he could see the flashes of 
lightning outside the window through his tightly-pressed eyelids and could hear the patter of hail over the 
pounding of blood in his eardrums. Then the storm disappeared for him as his senses narrowed, all of his 
consciousness focused down to the pleasure between his thighs, the tension building and building, until it finally 
burst into incredible bliss. 


He lay there for a moment, enjoying the glow of his orgasm as Geddy hitched himself up in the bed to lie next 
to him. Neil opened his eyes and lost his breath at the sight that greeted him. Geddy was flushed, his hair 
tangled in a wild mop, his pupils hugely dilated. His lips, cherry red from his exertions, were slightly parted and 


his breath came in gasps. 
"Fuck, lm so worked up.." 
"What do you want me to do?" 


"Mmmph, just." He grabbed Neil's hand and brought it down to his bulging crotch. "Just touch me, please?" He 
took Neil's wrist and pressed his palm to the bulge, moving his pelvis back and forth to create a bit of friction 


"Let me.." Neil undid Geddy's jeans and pulled out his rock-hard penis. The gesture was at once familiar and 
foreign. It wasn't the first time he'd had a dick in his hand, but it was the first time he hadn't been attached 
to the dick in question. He knew what to do, but it was a little odd to not feel what was going on 


He gave Geddy's cock a few awkward strokes, and Geddy whimpered slightly and wiggled his hips, wordlessly 
begging him for more. 


"Ged, roll over onto your other side so | can get a better grip." Geddy groaned a bit and complied. Now his back 
was facing Neil, and his penis was at an angle that Neil was more used to working with. He began to stroke in 


earnest. 


Geddy murmured something, but he was panting so hard it was difficult for Neil to understand him. "What was 
that, Ged?" 


"Hmm... Said.. unh.. | said that.. uff.. Mmmph.. Hnn.. Want you to fuck me.. Hard.. Oh, fuck, I'm gonna come, oh 
fuck, faster, fuck fuck fuck." 


Neil sped up his efforts, and Geddy's voice went from his usual soft tones to a full-throated howl that soared 
over the fading undertones of the retreating storm. He cried out and Neil felt Geddy's muscles tense as his 
back arched, pressing his sharp shoulder blades into Neil's chest. A fraction of a second later Neil felt warm 
droplets patter down onto his hand as Geddy's body relaxed against his. 


They lay there for a while, breathing together. As good as the sex had been, this was Neil's favorite part. He 
surreptitiously brought his nose close to Geddy's hair and breathed in his scent, a somehow-pleasant mix of 
scotch and sweat and cigarette smoke. Geddy moved away abruptly and got out of the bed. 

Oh, no, that was creepy, wasn't it? "Geddy?" 

"Yeah, I'll be back in a second | just want to clean up." 

He was gone for a few moments, then returned, shirtless and carrying the bottle of scotch, a pack of 
cigarettes, and his lighter. He set the bottle and the smokes and the lighter on the bed, then stripped off his 


pants and his underwear and climbed back into bed. He chuckled sheepishly. 


"I know it's kind of ass-backwards, taking my clothes off after -- well, you know. But | wanted to get 


comfortable, and it's not like | have any pajamas over here..” 
Not yet, thought Neil. "Well, I'll join you. That way you won't feel weird." He shifted his hips and pulled down his 
pants as well, depositing them alongside the bed. It was strange how comfortable he felt being naked around 


someone who only an hour or so earlier had just been a friend. 


Geddy slid under the sheet next to Neil, and Neil felt a little buzz of arousal when the skin of their thighs 
brushed together. Geddy looked over at him and smiled He grabbed a cigarette from the pack, lit it, and 
handed it to Neil, then lit one for himself. They smoked in silence for a while, stealing sips of scotch straight 
from the bottle and watching the lightning from another storm flash on the horizon. 


As loath as he was to ruin the comfortable mood, Neil couldn't ignore the question that was nagging at the 


back of his mind. 

"Hey, Ged?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What was that?" 

"Uh, a blowjob and a handjob?" 


Neil sighed. "Yes, obviously.. What l'm trying to say is when | said that | had feelings for you, | was serious. 
Was this just a one-time-thing, or is it the beginning of something bigger?" 


Now it was Geddy's turn to heave a sigh. "Honestly, Neil, I've never thought about you like that. | mean, I've 
definitely thought about you.. uhm.. sexually," he glanced at Neil's naked torso and blushed, "but dating, uh, 
that's a lot different." 


Neil steeled himself for disappointment, but then a hint of a hesitant grin crept across Geddy’s lips. "But I'm 


willing to give it a shot, if you are.. Its gonna be a lot weirder for you than it is for me." 

Neil took Geddy's hand. "It is weird for me, but its what | want. Thank you." 

"God, don't thank me, it's not like I'm doing you some big favor. And I'm not making any promises, either. | don't 
have a great track record. Look how it went with Alex. There's a huge chance this is all going to end in a 


mess.” 


"That's a chance l'm willing to take." They sat in silence for a few moments more. "So, yeah, it looks like it's 
going to storm again" 


"Yeah, cool! Turn off the lights, we can watch it come in" 


Neil got up and switched off the lights, but not before noticing the hungry way Geddy's eyes followed his nude 


body as he walked across the room. This was going to be interesting, that was certain 


He climbed back into bed and settled next to Geddy. In the darkness, he reached over and pulled him close, and 
the two snuggled together, watching electricity spark on the dark horizon. 


Chapter 2 


Neil woke to sunlight pouring through the window, and the first sight his eyes saw that morning was Geddy's 


sleeping face. 


My lovers face, he thought, and the jolt of emotion that surged through him made it impossible to resist 
reaching out a hesitant hand to trace the angular cheekbones. The slight, reverent pressure of his fingers 
caused his bedmate to awaken. His eyelids fluttered, and as his eyes focused a slow, dreamy smile spread 


across his lips. 


"Hey there, handsome," he breathed, and captured Neil's mouth in a gentle, deep kiss. They were both stil 
naked from the night before, and the kissing and closeness of Geddy's warm flesh to his own had Neil's head 
spinning in a matter of seconds. He'd been a little hesitant the night before, but now he was determined to 
show Geddy just how enthusiastic he was about this new phase of their friendship. 


Friendship. Was that what they even had anymore? It was way too soon to admit it, but he knew that his 
feelings went beyond just friendship, went even beyond the heart-pounding crush that he'd felt just a day 
earlier. He'd dated a few girls in his time, but he'd never really felt like he was in love with any of them. Last 
night had changed everything. He knew what love felt like now. 


He allowed his hand to trail down Geddy's chest, following the line of dark hair that bisected his abdomen until 
he reached his goal, then wrapped his strong drummer's hands around his lover's erection Geddy moaned a 
little from the contact, then mirrored Neil's actions. He stroked him for a tantalizing moment, then stopped. 


‘Mmmm, hey, wanna go take a shower?" 
Neil felt himself blush. "l'm sorry, | guess | could probably use one, huh?" 


Geddy chuckled. "No, silly, I'm asking if you want to go take a shower with me. You know, get clean and get 
dirty at the same time?" 


"Oh! Oh, well, then, yes!" 


Geddy grinned then slid out from under the sheet and extended his hand to Neil. God, he looked so incredibly 
sexy. Neil made a mental note to take his time exploring every inch of his body. He was thin, but he had 
strong, wiry muscles covering his frame. He was facing Neil, but Neil had spent enough time surreptitiously 
checking him out to know that his ass was pleasingly rounded and squeezable-looking. Like his legs and his 
fingers, his cock was long and slender, and was currently rosy and standing at attention. Neil thought about 
pressing his lips to its smooth head, then turned thought into action 


The sensation of having a dick against his mouth was alien and a bit off-putting, but then Geddy groaned 
‘Ohhh, Neil," and suddenly it wasn't so bad. Actually, it was kind of hot. Really hot. He opened his lips further 


and took the tip into his mouth. Geddy put his hands on the back of Neil's head, and Neil could feel his 
abdomen rise and fall as his breathing quickened. Encouraged, Neil opened wider and went further down on the 
shaft. Hey, this is pretty easy, he thought. He didn't know why girls always complained so much about giving 
head. He decided to go for it, and took his whole penis into his mouth, all the way down to his balls. 


And that's when it happened. The tip hit the back of his throat, and suddenly he began to gag. He pulled his 
head back and fought for control. He managed not to vomit, but his eyes were watering and his stomach felt 
like it was in his chest. Worse, he was embarrassed and pissed at himself. Great / can’t even get through a 
simple blowjob. 


He looked up at Geddy through the tears in his eyes, expecting to see a look of disgust on his new love's face. 


Instead, he was smiling reassuringly. 


"Don't worry, Neil. It happens to everyone their first time. I'll give you all the practice you want. Now come on, 


let's take that shower." 


Neil took his hand and stood. Geddy turned, grabbed Neil by the dick, and led him into the bathroom. Neil 

turned on the shower, and he felt his embarrassment melt away and his arousal return as they kissed in the 
building steam. He cupped Geddy's ass, and found that it was every bit as satisfying to grip and squeeze as it 
looked. Geddy rubbed up against Neil's leg, and Neil was glad that Geddy still wanted him, even though he was 


so new and so bad at the whole man-on-man thing. 


He pulled back the shower curtain and motioned for Geddy to get in. God, Im glad | cleaned the bathroom 
yesterday. Geddy stood under the hot stream and beckoned for Neil to join him. 


"Come in, Pratt, the water's fine!" 


"Right behind you." Just as he lifted his leg to get in the tub, though, there was a pounding on the front door. 
Shit 


"Don't answer that." 


‘lm sorry, Ged, but I'd better. There's an older lady across the hall who | do some chores for. She might need 
my help." 


Geddy groaned and lightly banged his head against the shower wall. "Okay, okay, go make sure your girlfriend's 
all right." 


"l'Il be back so fast, you won't even have time to miss me. And she's not my girlfriend, Ged. She's really old, 


like almost sixty.” 


"All right, lover boy, I'll be waiting.” He fixed Neil with a smoldering look, then slowly stroked himself. "But don't 
take too long, or | might start without you." 


Neil bit his lip and grabbed his bathrobe off the hook on the door. He hoped his erection wouldn't be too 


obvious. 


His worry turned out to be misplaced, however. He got soft the moment he opened the door and saw not the 


over-coiffed head of Mrs. Flanders but the familiar face of his other best friend, Alex. 


He was smiling broadly, as usual, but he looked a little worse for wear. He was unshaven, his hair was tousled, 


and he had dark circles under his eyes. 
"Hey, Neill How you doin?" 
"Alex! Why didn't you ring the buzzer?" 


‘Oh, some guy let me in. | felt bad for standing you up last night, so | brought you some donuts!" Neil was 
going to tell him that it wasn't a good time to hang out, but Alex pushed past him and went into the kitchen. 


"Alex --" 
"Hey, did Ged come over last night?" 
"Yeah, he did" 


Alex set the donuts down on the kitchen counter and made an unsuccessful attempt to look nonchalant. "Did he, 


uh, happen to say anything about me?" 
"Yes, he told me that you two were finished. Look, Alex, it's really nice to see you and all, but --" 


Alex sighed, and his head drooped until his chin touched his chest. "I fucked up bad, Neil. I'm driving myself 
crazy trying to figure out how to get him back." 


"Alex, | don't know if that's such a good --" 


"Aaah, what am | saying? He'll get over it. He always does. Hey, let me make some coffee to go with these 
sinkers." He grabbed the percolator and went to the sink to fill it up. 


"Alex, don't turn on the water! There's, uh, someone in the shower." 


Alex goggled at him. "Oh. Oh! Oh God, Neil, I'm sorry. | didn't know you had company. | was so wrapped up in 
myself, | didn't even hear the water running. I'll get out of here so you can be with your lady." 


"Thanks, Lerxst." He felt bad, but this was not the time to come clean. He walked Alex to the door. 


"Give me a call later, Pratt. Maybe we can hang out, or something, I've got nothing but free time now that Ged 


and | are on the outs." 


"Sure, Alex, I'll do that" He was just about to shut the door and say a prayer of thanks to any deity that 


might be willing to listen, when Geddy's voice rang out sweetly from the bathroom. 
"Neil, are you there? You'd better get in here soon, Sexy, or all the hot water will run out." 


Alex stopped dead, and Neil could actually watch the scarlet flush rise from his neck, across his face, and to 


the top of his scalp, where he could see it glowing crimson from the part in his golden hair. 

"Alex, let me explain." 

Alex said nothing, only jostled Neil out of the way as he stomped to the bathroom, Neil following closely behind. 
He paused for a moment outside the shower and Geddy spoke again, not realizing who was on the other side of 
the curtain. 


"Mmm, l'm glad you're back, Baby. l'm so hard for you." 


Alex tore open the curtain, and Geddy stared at him in shock. Alex grabbed him by the shoulder and shook 


him. 
"Well, you certainly didn't waste any time, you slut!" 


Neil had never seen Alex as a violent guy, but in that moment he was terrified for his cornered lover. "Alex, 


let go of him!" 


"Shut the fuck up! | don't need to hear it from you while you're fucking my boyfriend behind my goddamn 
back!" 


Geddy slapped Alex's grasping hand away. "Fuck you, l'm not your boyfriend. You decided that yourself!" 
"Oh, fuck you. | haven't slept for days, thinking about how much | miss you." 
"That's not good enough any morel" Geddy's voice had risen to a shriek. 


"Not good enough, huh? Well, | hope you're happy screwing Neil, because l'm done with you forever! Go fuck 


yourselves, | never want to see either of you again!" 


He turned on his heel and ran from the apartment, slamming the door behind him so hard that the pictures on 
the walls shook. 


Neil looked at Geddy, who was sitting on the side of the bathtub, head in his hands. Neil put his hand on his 


back. 

"Ged, it'll be okay. Don't be sad" 

Geddy stood up and roughly wiped tears away from his eyes. "I'm not sad, I'm fucking pissed. What a fucking 
asshole!" He shoulders drooped. "Fuck it. I'm going back to bed." He trudged from the bathroom, Neil behind him, 
then crawled into the bed and buried his head in the pillow. Neil laid down next to him and held him tight as 
Geddy's brave facade crumbled and he started to sob. Neil once again found himself in the comforter role. 
"Hey, hey, shhh.. Don't cry. Its going to be all right. It's all okay." He stroked Geddy's long dark hair. "Its going 
to be okay. | promise. You're with me now, and | promise never to ever hurt you. l." He took a deep breath. "I 
love you." 


Geddy snuffled. "I love you, too." 


Even though he ached to see his lover cry, Neil's heart soared at the words. Miracle of miracles, Geddy loved 


him back! He clutched him even tighter. 


"There, you see? Everything's going to be just fine. Even better than fine. Everything's going to be wonderful, 
because you're wonderful and you deserve to be happy." 


Geddy rolled over to face him. "You're the one that's wonderful. | can't believe you want to be with me." 
"Believe it. You're the only one | want." He kissed Geddy lightly on the lips. Geddy returned the kiss and deepened 
it, slipping his tongue into Neil's mouth. Neil pressed himself against Geddy, his own tongue dancing and sliding 
past the one gently probing his tonsils. 

Geddy shifted his weight until Neil was lying on top of him. He broke the kiss, and looked deeply into Neil's eyes. 
"Make love to me, Neil" 


"Wow, that's.. That's a big step, Ged." 


"I know, | know. But | need you. | need to feel you inside me." He kissed Neil passionately, and Neil knew there 


was no way he could refuse him 
"| don't, uh, have any sort of lubricant or anything like that 

"You dont have any baby oil or anything?" 

"No, | don't. Wait! | think | have something that might work" Neil leaned over the side of the bed and 


rummaged around in the nightstand for a moment, then produced a small bottle, which he handed to Geddy, 


who squinted at the label for a moment. 


"Patchouli Passion?" 
"Yes. It's massage oil. My last girlfriend was a masseuse. And kind of a hippie, actually.” 


"Well, then, thank God for hippy masseuses. Masseurs? Massi? Fuck it, thank god for hippie ex-girlfriends.." He 
grinned at Neil, poured some of the oil into his palm, then turned his attentions toward making sure that Neil's 


cock was well-lubricated (and, not coincidentally, rock hard). 


Neil felt his pulse quicken. He hadn't been sure that he was ready for this yet, but now he couldn't imagine 
resisting. Geddy was gripping him hard, his slick palm sliding up and down his length slowly and teasingly. He 
brought Neil's ear close to his mouth. 


"Fuck me," he whispered. "Please?" 


Neil couldn't speak, so instead he answered with his body. He moved Geddy's hand from his crotch, twining 
their fingers together. Geddy spread his legs, and Neil moved into position, the tip of his cock pressing lightly 
against Geddy's opening. 


A moment's hesitation, and then he thrust his hips forward and he was inside. Good lord, he had never felt 
anything like this before. Geddy was so hot and so tight that it made his head spin It was going to be almost 
impossible to keep control of himself, he felt like he could come already, and he'd only just started. 


Geddy whimpered a litle and started to wiggle a little bit under Neil. Neil took the hint and began to slowly 
move his hips back and forth. Geddy responded by pumping his own hips in time, rising up to meet him. 


Neil hadn't considered it, but being with someone else who shared his own fascination with rhythm was nothing 
short of incredible. Soon they were moving together in a crazy time signature, drifting from 1/4 to 5/4 and 
back again in a wild ecstasy of polyrhythm, their grunts and moans providing an erotic counterpoint to the 
thumping and slapping of flesh and the complaining creak of the mattress springs. 


Geddy's fingernails were digging into his back, but Neil didn't mind. It made him incredibly hot to know that he 
was giving his lover pleasure, and that knowledge along with the tight clutch of Geddy's body enfolding his sent 
him spiraling over the edge. He could barely breathe fast enough as a sweet ache shot through his balls and 
he spilled for what felt like hours inside his partner's eager body. Through the overwhelming cascade of 
feelings, he was dimly aware of a wet splash on his stomach as Geddy came underneath him, and of himself 


gasping Geddy's name again and again. 

When the spasm had passed, Neil gingerly pulled himself out of Geddy and lay back down beside him. They were 
both soaked in sweat, and their chests heaved in time as they drew in great gasps of air. Neil kissed Geddy on 
the side of the head. 


"Well, | guess | really do need a shower now." 


Geddy chortled. "Yeah, but | think we'd better take turns this time, or we'll be there all day. | need to get going 


soon!" 
"You don't have to leave, Ged. Stay here and we'll spend the day together." 


"I'd love to do that, really | would, but my mother gets pissed if | don't come over for dinner on the Sabbath. | 
have to go home and get changed and stuff." 


"Well.. Would you mind if | came with you? | don't want to be without you for a minute if | can help it" 
"Really? You don't mind going and hanging out with my weird family?" 


"No, really, | want to. | want to get to know them better. I'm going to be a part of their lives for a very long 


time." He squeezed Geddy's hand. "And then, afterward, we can come back here, or we could go to your place." 


Geddy smiled. "I'd love that. We can't be too lovey or anything while we're over there, though. My mom knows 


about me but she doesn't know, you understand?" 


"No problem. | just want to be around you. | can save all my lovey for later. You're just going to get that 


much more of it when we're alone." 


"I think | can handle it" Geddy sighed contentedly and snuggled even closer to Neil's side. "So, about that 


shower... 
"Just one shower now? | thought we were taking turns." 
"Yeah, well, I'm flexible. And | intend to show you just how flexible while we're in there." 


Neil grinned. Despite the rough parts, this was shaping up to be one hell of a good day. 


Chapter 3 


Geddy wandered aimlessly up and down the rows of the nearly-empty record store. He had managed to leave 
his mom's store a little early to go and pick up some new bass strings, and he felt like browsing for a while. He 
picked up Rick Wakeman's soundtrack for the movie Lisztomania and turned it over. Hmm. Neil might like this 


one. 


He was pondering whether or not his strained budget could bear the weight of an impulse purchase like a 


record album when a familiar voice at his elbow made him jump. 

"Can | help you with anything, sir?" 

He turned around and saw a face he hadn't seen in months, and his stomach started to do jumping jacks. 
"Alex! Hey, man.. Uh, what are you doing here? Getting some new picks or something?" 

"I stopped in to look around, but I'm actually working here a few days a week. I'm living upstairs, now, too!" 
"Upstairs? What happened to your old place?" 

"Oh, uh, yeah.. | moved out of there. But hey, how are you doing?" He lowered his voice. "I ran into Ray the 
other day, and he said that you're living over at Neil's place now, and that the two of you are practically 
picking out china patterns." 


Geddy chuckled a little. "Yeah, | guess so. Things are pretty good." 


"Wow. That's great, just great." Alex rocked back on his heels, clearly a little uncomfortable. "You guys still 
playing?" 


"A little bit here and there, nothing serious, no gigs or anything. I'm back at the variety store, and Neil's 
working with his dad again. We don't have a band, not without a guitarist” There was an awkward silence. Alex 
started whistling and suddenly got very interested in the soundtrack for WW. and the Dixie Dancekings 

Geddy cleared his throat. "So, uh, yeah, it was nice to see you." 

"Good to see you, too.” 


Geddy turned to leave, but as he started to walk away, he felt a hand gently close around his bicep. 


"Ged, wait a second. l'm.. | just.. Let me talk to you a minute, please?" Geddy turned to look at him. Alex was 


blushing a fierce cardinal red. 


"The way things turned out.. I'm sorry. | never wanted to do that to you. l'm so sorry.” 


‘Its okay, Alex. It all turned out for the best, | guess. I'm with Neil, and you're with Charlene, and everybody's 
happy.” 


Alex snorted a little. "Well, you have that partly right, you're with Neil" 

"What? You and Char aren't." Geddy made a vague gesture. 

"No. After everything happened, | kind of got pretty hard to live with, you know, drinking a lot and all that. She 
got sick of it and kicked me out on my ass. | still see Justin every other weekend, but she and | are kaput. im 
not dating anybody right now. | just don't feel like it, | suppose.” 

"Oh, wow, lm sorry to hear that" 

Alex shrugged a little. "Ah, well, what can you do? l'm glad that you're so happy, though" 

"Yeah, huh. | guess | am" 

"That's great to hear, Ged, | mean it. Hey, you wanna come upstairs, see my new bachelor pad?" 

"Naw, I'd better be getting home. Neill be expecting me 

"Oh, all right. Some other time, then" 


"Some other time." Geddy gave Alex a little wave. Alex grabbed his hand. 


"Let me give you my number." He pulled a pen out from his pants pocket and wrote something on Geddy's 


palm. "Call me sometime, maybe we can get together and hang out, jam or something. | miss talking to you." 
Now it was Geddy's turn to blush. "I miss talking to you, too, Lerxst.” 


Alex broke into a giant grin at the sound of his old nickname. "You'd better be getting back to your man, | bet 


he's waiting for you. | know | would be." 


"Yeah," Geddy whispered through the lump that had formed in his throat. "Yeah, I'm gonna get going. I'll see 


you around." 
"See you around, Dirk!" 
Geddy left the store without the album or his sought-after strings and without looking back. Spending too 


much time with Alex was dangerous. He felt dizzy, like he was staggering as he walked, and his heart was 


thumping wildly in his chest. His hand still tingled from Alex's touch, and he was just the slightest bit hard. 


Stop if, Ged, just stop it, he silently chastised himself. /m being ridiculous. Im with Neil now. Im happy. 


And he was happy, more or less. Sure, Neil wasn't the most exciting guy, or the most passionate, but he was 
steady and kind. Even his mother liked Neil. She wouldn't acknowledge that they were a couple, but every time 
she talked to him she made sure to tell him what a nice "roommate" he had and how lucky he was to have 
such a handsome "friend" He wasn't sure what Neil's family thought. They were pretty stoic. They'd been 
nothing but polite every time Neil brought him around for dinner, though. 


So there was no reason -- no reason at all -- for him to be replaying the brief exchange with Alex over and 
over again, bright blond hair and blue eyes flashing across his mental movie screen. There was no reason for 
the giddy feeling in his chest. There was no reason to be imagining Alex lying on top of him, thrusting hard, 
sweat dripping from his forehead onto Geddy's. #s probably habit, thats all We slept together so many times. 
My body just hasnt figured out its over with us. A quick and nasty afternoon screw with Neil is all itl take to get 
him off of my mind. 


He put his hands in his coat pockets and shivered in the cold as he waited for the streetcar. His ears ached in 
the bitter wind. / really should have worn a hat today. It would have been a lot easier to just drive to work, but 
it saved on gas to take public transportation. They needed to save money wherever they could, especially 


without gig money coming in 


A few minutes later, the streetcar arrived. It was crowded, so instead of sitting he held onto a strap and tried 
not to think about sex, with Neil or with Alex or with anyone. It wouldn't do to get even more aroused on such 
a packed car. The last thing he needed was to get beat up because he accidentally poked some musclehead's 
girlfriend with his erection. It probably wouldn't help to explain that he wasn't too into women right at the 


moment, either. 


Mercifully, the ride was pretty short. When it got to his stop, he pushed through the crowd and stepped 
lightly to the pavement. Only half a block through the stinging sleet, and he would be home. 


Home. Home with my man For as long as he'd loved Alex, he never really had allowed himself to even imagine 
making a home together. It had hurt too much to hope for something that would never happen. Now, things 
were different. He had someone to go to bed with and someone to wake up next to. It was nice. 


He felt a warm and fuzzy feeling descend over him when he opened the door to the apartment and saw Neil 
sitting on the couch, reading a thick book about the history of Canadian photography. The warm fuzzies quickly 
turned to blazing heat as he remembered his plan for a pre-dinner quickie to shove those old Alex-thoughts 
right the hell out of his head. 


He shucked off his coat and dropped it on the ground, then sauntered over to Neil. When Neil ignored him and 
kept reading, Geddy reached down, plucked the book from his hand, and threw it onto the couch. 


"Geddy, what on earth? | was reading that!" 


Geddy smiled his most alluring smile. "Mmm, reading's fun and all, but | can think of something a lot more fun 
for us to do." He sat down on Neil's lap, facing him, one knee on each side of Neil's thighs. He grabbed his face 
and brought his mouth close for a kiss. 


Neil turned his face away. "Come on, Ged, | was right in the middle of a sentence. 
"You can pick it up later. im horny: 

"No, | dont want to pick it up later. | want to read it now." 

Geddy pouted. "Sometimes | think you don't find me attractive any more. 


"Don't be silly, Ged. Of course | still find you attractive." To make his point, Neil took Geddy's hand and placed it 
on the ridge that had grown behind the fly of his jeans. "I just want to read right now." 


Geddy moved off of Neil's lap and flopped down on his back on the couch. "You could read any time. | want you 


to fuck me now!" 


Neil sighed. "Ged, when we moved in together we promised we'd respect each other. All I'm asking is for you to 


respect me right now and let me read my book I'll spend time with you in a little while." 
"Do you even like sex?" 


‘Obviously. But | have interests that go beyond screwing. Go find something to do with yourself for a half- 
hour, then you have my undivided attention. Now please get up, you're lying on my book. Oh, and pick up your 


coat." 


‘Oh, whatever, enjoy your stupid book" Frustrated and turned on, Geddy rolled off of the couch with a thud, 
then stood up and flounced over to his coat. He picked it up from the floor with a theatrical flourish, flung it 
over the back of the nearest chair, and stomped into the kitchen. 


Might as well start dinner, Mr. Sexpot in there certainly hasnt done anything but read his boring piece of crap 
since he got home. He opened the fridge and started rummaging around. Nothing in here. Shit. He heaved a loud 
and pointed sigh, and when that got no response, slammed a few cupboard doors. Still nothing. He opened up a 
drawer and pulled out a pack of cigarettes from the carton inside. As he slapped the pack against his palm to 
tamp down the tobacco, he looked at the number written on his hand, then thought for a moment. Glancing 
around to make sure he wasn't being observed, he pulled a piece of paper from the notepad attached to the 
fridge with a magnet, and took a pen from the counter. He carefully transcribed the numbers, then folded the 
paper and put it in his pocket. Then he went to the sink and washed his hands. 


After he was sure that the digits were completely erased from his flesh, he returned to the pack of 
cigarettes, opened it, removed one and lit it. He took a long, deep drag, exhaling the smoke slowly. As he did, the 


saloon doors leading into the kitchen swung open and Neil strode in. He smiled at Geddy, then grabbed the 
cigarette from his mouth and took a drag on it. He put the smoke back between Geddy's lips and stood behind 
him, putting his arms around him as he did. 


"Thanks for letting me finish my chapter." Geddy grunted, and Neil squeezed him tighter. "| have a surprise for 
you." 


"Really? What?" Geddy's mood lightened a little. He loved surprises. 
"Well, remember how you were saying you didn't know very much about opera?” 
"Yeah?" 


"Well, a customer came in Today, and we got to talking, and it turns out that he's the stage manager for the 
Canadian Opera Association!" 


"What was the stage manager for the Canadian Opera Association doing in a tractor store?" 

"He has a little hobby farm up north. Anyway, like | was saying, we got to talking, and he gave me free tickets 
for the matinee of Don Giovami this Saturday! | mean, | know that we'll have to forgo our usual art museum 
trip, but | thought we'd be spontaneous." 

"This Saturday? | was hoping to watch a spring-training game on TV with my brother." He turned to face Neil 
and saw the look of disappointment on his face, and suddenly guilt poured over him like lava. "But, uh, you 
know? The opera sounds better. I'd rather spend the day with you. Thanks, Babe, that's great.” 

Neil grinned. "Wonderfull We'll have to get your suit out of storage at your mom's." 

"If it even still fits. Last time | wore it was at Allen's bar mitzvah." 

"I bet it looks amazing on you. Hey, did you get your strings today?" 

"Nah, | didn't get to the music store." No point in making him worry over nothing 

"Oh, that's too bad. We'll go there after the opera." 


"No reason to travel all that way for bass strings. | can get them somewhere around here." 


"Okay, whatever you want to do." Neil dipped his head to kiss Geddy's neck. "Hmmm.. Now what do you say we 


retire to the bedroom for a bit, then order Chinese for dinner after?" 


‘I'd say that sounds great." He took Neil's outstretched hand and headed back to the bedroom with his lover, 
the slip in his pocket burning like an illicit kiss against his thigh. 


Chapter 4 


A week passed, and Geddy still hadn't decided what to do about calling Alex. He'd tossed his number in the 
wastepaper basket a dozen times, only to retrieve it a moment later. He'd accidentally-on-purpose tried to 
leave it in his pocket to go through the wash, but as luck would have it Neil got to the laundry first and gave 
it back to him without asking him what it was. If he'd wanted to hold onto it, he would have lost it immediately, 


but because he felt nauseous every time he looked at it, he couldn't get rid of it. 


What am | worried about, anyway? That was a stupid question. He knew what he was worried about. Ever since 
he'd run into Alex in the record store, he couldn't stop thinking about him. Worse, he found himself comparing 
his current relationship with Neil to the one he'd shared with Alex. It seemed to fall short in every way. He'd 
never had to do boring domestic stuff with Alex. If they had any time together, they spent the whole day in 
bed. With Neil, it was all grocery shopping and dusting the living room on a Sunday afternoon If things got 
really wild, they might go out for lunch or catch a movie. Sure, they had sex, but not nearly often enough as 
far as Ged was concerned. Also, Neil preferred to restrict his bedroom activities to the bedroom, where Alex 


would pretty much throw him down on any flat surface and have at it. 

On the other hand, Neil was so good to him. Geddy knew he could count on him always being there when he got 
home from a rough day at the store, and they almost never fought. Actually, though, when he really sat down 
and thought about it, he kind of missed the fighting, too. Well, maybe not the fights themselves (those had 
been rough), but the incredible sex he and Alex always had afterwards. That was the best. And then Alex 


would hold him and tell him how in love he was. Damn. 


Maybe | just need to see hm this one time, get hm out of my system. Nothing has to happen We can just hang 
out. He used to be my best friend, after all With shaking hands, he picked up the phone and dialed the number. 


One ring. 

Two rings. 

Three. 

Okay, if he doesn’t answer the phone, Hl burn his number and never think about him again 

Four rings. 

Five. 

Oh, thank god He took the phone away from his ear, but just as he was about to put it back on the cradle, he 


heard a voice come from the handset. He hesitated for just a moment, unsure of what to do, then cursed 


quietly under his breath and brought the handset back to his ear. 


"Hello? Hello? Is anybody there?" 
"Hi, Lerxst." 


"GED! Sorry | didn't get to the phone sooner; | was in the shower. | was hoping you'd call! | thought maybe you 
didn't want to talk to me." 


Geddy shook his head to clear the image of a naked and glistening Alex out of his mind's eye. "Oh, uh, no, I've 
just been really busy." 


"Yeah, | bet you've been busy! You looked amazing the other day. If | were Neil, | wouldn't let you out of bed" 
"Huh, yeah, thanks" 

"So, do you guys want to come over?" 

"Actually, Neil's at work right now. | have today off, though” 

"Oh, cool, | have today off, too! Why don't you come over anyway? Bring your bass. | miss playing with you. 


Geddy blushed as Alex's (probably) unintentional double-entendre sent even more pornographic thoughts 
flashing through his mind. 


"Yeah, | miss playing with you, too," he squeaked out through his suddenly sandpaper-dry mouth. "I'll be over 


around noon, okay?" 
"Sure, I'll be waiting for you! Just come right up.” 


"Okay, bye." Flushed and sweating and hoping Alex couldn't hear how hard he was breathing, Geddy hung up the 
phone. It would only take about 20 minutes to get over to Alex's place, but he figured it probably wouldn't be 


smart to go over there right away, not in the state he was in 


He moved uncomfortably into the bathroom. The throbbing between his legs was making it difficult to 
concentrate on anything other than relief, and getting it as fast as possible. 


He pulled down his jeans and jockey shorts and grabbed a handful of the lotion they kept next to the sink. He 


shivered violently as he took himself in hand. 


dust think of Neil, only Nei, he commanded himself. It wasn't like Neil didn't turn him on -- he did. He was so tall 
and strong, and that deep voice of his.. Ooohhh.. Yes. Mmmm, fuck.. If he'd only use that voice in bed.. He 


barely ever even moaned when he came.. Fuck, it'd be so sexy if he just talked dirty like -- 


Like Alex. The filthy things that came out of that man's mouth.. Geddy loved it. Sex with Neil could be a little 


too respectful. Alex was rough and almost brutal in bed. Ooh, and huge. Neil had nothing to be ashamed of, 
size-wise, but Alex had the biggest cock Geddy had ever seen He always felt sore afterwards, but it was so 
worth it. His good intentions of only a moment earlier disappeared and he was lost in fantasies of Alex. Fuck. 


That incredible horse cock pounding in and out of him. 


His hand worked feverishly over his dick and he bit down on his lip to stifle the cries building in his throat. 
Ohhh, Alex and Neil taking him at the same time.. Neil down his throat, Alex up his ass. Both of their hands 
roaming over his flesh, exploring, relentless. Christ! His fist was moving furiously now.. Dimly, he thought to 
pull his t-shirt up from his abdomen, his left hand distractedly brushing over his stomach and chest as he did 
so. Fuck. Here it was.. Oh, Christ, oh Neil, oh Alex, Im coming, oh God help me.. 


He bent forward slightly at the waist and let out a grunt as his dick spasmed, come spurting out of him and 
splattering on the bare skin of his torso. He felt shaky and a little hollow, but at least the gnawing desire had 
for the moment subsided. He glanced at his watch. Crap. Time to get cleaned up and head over to Alex's. 


RK 
The apartment above the record store looked a lot like Geddy had expected. Alex wasn't the tidiest of 
housekeepers, and there were piles of dirty socks and empty pizza boxes strewn about the living room. In the 


center of the room, where Neil probably would have put a coffee table, Alex had placed his amp. 

‘Sorry, Ged, we'll have to share. | sold off my other amp to get part of the deposit for this place." 

"That's okay, Alex, I'm not fussy." He couldn't believe how comfortable he felt with Alex, even after all this 
time. Now if he could just get the thoughts of burying his face in Alex's hairy chest out of his mind, things 
would be pretty excellent. 

They ran through a bunch of songs, skipping their original stuff for the songs they had loved and learned as 
young teens. They'd been playing for about an hour when Alex suddenly reached over and snapped the power 
off on the amplifier. 

Geddy blinked. He'd been lost in thought. "Why'd you do that?" 

"| thought you might like to talk about what's bugging you." 

"What makes you think something's bothering me?" 

"Ged, you've been able to play ‘Crossroads’ in your sleep since you were l5, but you muffed it three times 
just now. Even worse, you didn't even notice you muffed it. Now, what's the matter? Are you still mad at me, 
or are we cool?" 


"No, we're cool. It's not you." Geddy sighed. 


"Everything okay at home?" 


"|. | guess so." 


"Oh, you sound really confident about that. Come on, sit down" Alex cleared some of the junk off of the couch 
and gestured for Geddy to sit on the cleared spot, then settled in next to him. Geddy took a deep breath and 


tried to ignore the pressure of Alex's knee against his. 

Alex looked at him expectantly. "Okay, what's up? Neil's not being bad to you, is he?" 
"No, no, that's not it. He's good to me. Really good to me, as a matter of fact" 
"That doesn't sound like a problem." 


"Yeah, but it kind of is. He's great to me, and | love him, but I'm not sure how | love him, you know what | 


mean?" 
"Maybe. Go on" 


"Well, | mean, he's okay to live with, and we have a lot in common, but.. It isn’t like it was. | don't feel 
butterflies when he kisses me any more. It's like.. We go to work, we come home, we eat dinner, we go to 
museums and bookstores, and that's all well and good, but where's the fire? I'm probably not making any sense. 


Its just.. | don't know if | can live without ever feeling." He trailed off. 


"Without feeling what, Ged?" Alex was leaning in closer to him now, which was helpful, since Geddy's answer 


was delivered in a miserable whisper. 


"Without ever feeling like | did with you." He stared down at his fingernails. He looked up as he felt Alex's 
fingers brushing gently over his cheekbones and across his lips. Geddy allowed the tip of his tongue to flicker 
out and brush the familiar digits. 


"Oh, Ged. Oh, I've waited so long to touch you. | didn't think you could ever love me again" 
| don't know if | ever stopped" 


Alex moved his hand from Geddy's face to the back of his head and pulled him close. Their lips touched, then 
parted, tongues twining together in the moist heat of their mouths. Geddy moaned quietly, and Alex pressed 
his body against him, pushing him onto the messy couch cushions. He lay on top of him, reaching for his belt 


buckle. 


Geddy closed his eyes, his head lolling back in his arousal. As he did, Neil's face swam to the front of his 
consciousness, unbidden. He was so innocent in his own way, more innocent than he even knew. He trusted 


Geddy so much.. 


What the fuck am I doing? This is a big mistake. Grunting, he broke the kiss and roughly pushed Alex's wandering 


hands away from his crotch. 
"Alex, no, | can't do this." 


Alex smirked and returned his hand to its former position, groping at Geddy through his jeans. "I don't know, it 


seems like you could definitely do this." 


"No! No.. l'm sorry, | just, | can't.. l'm sorry. Sorry." He struggled out from underneath the confused-looking 
Alex, jumped up from the couch, grabbed his bass, and bolted down the stairs, not even bothering to grab the 


case or slam the door behind him. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
The portion of this chapter that appears in square brackets is intended to be in Yiddish. My apologies for any 
mistakes | may have made with the cadence, either of the \"translated\" Yiddish or Geddy\'s mother\'s accent! 


Geddy spent the next few days alternately wanting to kick himself and wanting to kick Neil. He figured he'd 
probably made the right decision in not letting Alex bone him on top of an greasy pizza box, but it wasn't like 
his situation had gotten any better because of it. He felt lonely and bored and isolated, and Neil wasn't helping. 
He had an amazing ability to shut Geddy out entirely, and a maddening tendency to stay calm no matter how 
hard Geddy tried to pick a fight. He hadn't even noticed that the case for Geddy's bass had gone missing. 


It was a Friday morning, and the two were sitting around the tiny kitchen table, drinking coffee. Neil was looking 
at the newspaper, and Geddy was glaring at a spot just above Neil's head and drumming his fingers on the 
table top. He knew there was no point in trying to start a conversation while Neil was reading something. Finally, 
after what seemed like a week, he put down the paper and looked at Geddy. 

"Yes? Did you want something?" 


"Yes, | wanted to know what we're doing tonight." 


"Tonight? Oh, well, they're doing inventory over at the store, and | told my father I'd help with that. It'll 


probably take until midnight at least, but itll mean some extra money in my pay envelope next week" 

Geddy felt his heart sink "Neil. Its Valentine's Day. 

"Oh? Did you want to do something special for that? | didn't think you'd care" 

"Why wouldn't | care?" 

"Well, because you didn't mention anything until this moment, and you aren't a twelve-year-old girl. Valentine's 
Day is a made-up holiday designed to make people buy flowers and a lot of unnecessary cards. | would have 


thought you'd be above all that nonsense." 


What could Geddy say to that? He supposed it was a little silly to make a fuss over it, but goddamnit, he was 


sick of being treated like a piece of furniture. 
‘Oh, I'm sorry, | didn't realize | was being unreasonable" His voice dripped sarcasm. 


Neil sighed and folded the paper. "Listen, if its that important to you, we can do something nice later on. We 


could go out to brunch at the diner tomorrow, maybe see if there's an interesting talk at the University, or 
we could go to the conservatory and walk around. You can go over to your mom's for dinner tonight, like 
usual." 


Geddy pursed his lips and stared down at the grounds in the bottom of his coffee cup. "Sure. That's fine." 


Shockingly, Neil seemed to notice his disappointment. He put his hand over Geddy's. "I'm sorry, Ged, but | 
promised my dad I'd help out. | can't really get out of it, you know? If I'd known ahead of time.." 


Geddy nodded, then got up from the table and put his cup in the sink "Yeah, | understand. I'd better go get 


ready for work now." 

Geddy went into the bedroom and shut the door, then leaned his forehead against the doorframe. Fuck He 
didn't know if he felt like crying or like throwing things. It was true, he hadn't said anything about celebrating 
to Neil, but he'd figured it was assumed. And why should he have to do all the emotional heavy lifting, 
anyway? It wasn't like he expected some sort of grand romantic gesture, he just wanted to feel loved. He 


wasn't going to spend Valentine's Day with his mother, that was for damn sure. 


Well, he'd tried as hard as he could. Nothing he did or said seemed to get Neil's attention, maybe it was time 


to go where he knew he was wanted. 
Lost in a sea of miserable feelings, he numbly found clothes and got dressed. After pulling on a t-shirt and a 
wool sweater, he brushed his long hair and secured it in a ponytail, a compromise designed to placate his 


mother, who would have been much happier if he cut it all off. 


Neil was nowhere to be seen when he emerged from the bedroom. Wordlessly, Geddy went to the coatrack and 
removed his jacket, then pulled a cap over his prominent ears. Bundling a scarf around his throat, he turned 


toward the direction of the kitchen 

"Im taking my car," he called. "It's too fucking cold to wait for the trolley today” 
"That's fine, | dont care" 

Yeah, that's sort of the problem, Geddy thought bitterly 

"Ged?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Ill probably be gone by the time you get home. I'l see you tonight, okay?" 


"Yeah, sure, see you Tonight.” 


Geddy shut the door behind him and schlumped down the stairs, then gingerly made his way through the icy 
parking lot. The fucking landlord never plowed it adequately. It might have been nice if they'd picked out a 
different place to live, somewhere that would have belonged to both of them, but nooooo, Neil had convinced 
him to move in to his stupid apartment, and now here they were. 

He cursed under his breath while he scraped the ice off of his ancient Ford sedan, breath steaming in the 
bitter cold. He could have probably already caught the trolley, but the wait wasn't really the issue, anyhow. If 
things went the way he was hoping they would, he'd have a stop to make on the way home. If he even came 
home, that is. 

He skidded down the streets on his nearly-bald tires until he reached his mother's variety store. She didn't like 
him to park in the lot (wanting to save those precious spaces for customers), so he had to go around the 
block twice before he found a spot. Finally, he slogged his way through the accumulating slush in the gutter 
and went up to the front door. 

His mother was standing out in front, her lips pursed in annoyance. 

"Mama! What are you doing here?" 

‘| come in to do the books, and it's a good thing | did! You're late!" 

‘lm sorry, Mama, | had to clean off my car, and the roads are pretty bad Today." 

"Hmmph. You leave home earlier next time." 

Geddy rolled his eyes and unlocked the store's front door, then flipped the sign over to the "Open" side. He 
gestured toward the empty sidewalk through the big front window. "Geez, look at all the people crowding to get 
in, Ma It's a good thing | got here when | did, or there mighta been a riot" 

"And what if there was a customer, but they left? We can't afford to lose a sale!" 


‘lm here now." He pointed toward the parcel in his mother's hands. "What's that you're holding? A chain to 
shackle me to the cash register?" 


"| brought you a pie." She placed a foil-wrapped pie tin on the counter. 

"A pie? Since when do you bake?" 

"What, | can't learn? | wanted to give it to you and Neil, since you say you won't be at dinner tonight 
His mother stood near the end of the counter, still wrapped up in her coat, smiling at him. 


"Well, thanks for the pie. | guess you'd better get to the books." 


His mother ignored him. "So, big plans for tonight, yes?" 

"No, not particularly." 

"Oh, | figured you might.. since you said you weren't coming over." 

Geddy sighed and put his hands on the counter. "Well, no, if you have to know, Neil's working late." 


‘Oh, | thought.. Well.. That Neil is such a responsible boy. You're lucky, he's a good provider.. Uh, it's good to 


have a good provider for a roommate." 


Geddy was ready to scream. If his mother loved Neil so much, maybe she could go live with him. "Yeah, 
roommate. Maybe not for long, though." 


"What? What do you mean?" 


"| just mean that I'm thinking of moving out, that's all." Geddy opened the drawer to the cash register and 
sullenly began separating out the change from the locked bank bag his mother had hidden in the safe the night 


before. 
His mother moved toward him, and placed her hand on his shoulder. "What's wrong? Did you have a fight?" 


"No, Mother, we did not have a fight. We just don't have anything in common. Don't worry about Neil, though, | 
could move out and he probably wouldn't notice for six or seven months. He has his books and his university 


lectures and all of that boring crap, he doesn't need me." 


His mother left her hand on his shoulder and started to rub his shoulder blade comfortingly. She spoke again, 
this time in Yiddish, which she usually did when she had a lot to say. ["Son, when two people are very good 
friends, and they're.. friends like that for a long time, things change. They maybe don't have as much fun as 
they used to have, and it's not as exciting to be.. friends, but if they can stay friends and get through it, 
things will get better and better, and soon they never miss the fun old days because the fun new days are 
the best they've ever had. If you can find someone you can stand to be around long enough for life to get 


boring, it's a very lucky thing.’] 


"Yeah, Mama, very deep. | promise to think about what you said. Do you need me to do something to help you 
with the bookkeeping?" 


His mother made a face. Math was not Geddy's strong suit. "No, no, you stay here, wait for a customer. But 


you come over for dinner Tonight, yes?" 


| don't think I'm gonna feel much like it, Mama, okay?" 


His mother grunted and headed back towards the storeroom, beyond which was her tiny office. Just before 
she reached the door, she turned back to him. "You think, Geddy, okay?" 


"Yeah, yeah, I'll think" He waved his hand at her dismissively. She huffed a bit and went into the back, closing 
the door behind her. 


Finally, his chance had arrived! The accounts for the tiny store were always incredibly complicated, for some 
reason, and Geddy knew that his mother would most likely be absorbed in a world of debits and credits until it 
was time to close the shop for the Sabbath. Glancing around nervously, he sidled over to the phone and dialed 
the number that he'd unwittingly memorized. It rang and rang, and he imagined the phone in Alex's apartment 
clanging away amidst piles of dirty laundry. 

Shit. He supposed he should take this as a sign and give up, but he couldn't let it drop. Neil obviously didn't care 
about him very much, and it was just as obvious that Alex did, so why shouldn't he do something about it? He 
pulled out the phone book from under the counter and scanned the pages until he found the entry for the 
"Tune Town" record store. 

The phone picked up on the second ring, and a stoned-sounding male voice answered. "Yeah?" 

"Uh, yeah, is this Tune Town?" 

"Yeah." 


"Um, is Alex there?" 


"Oh, Alex? Uhhh, yeah, | think so. Hold on" There was a loud clunk as the guy at the store put the phone down 
on something hard. "ALEX? You busy? Phone call!" 


Geddy could hear Alex's voice somewhere in the background. "Who is it?" 
"| dunno, some dude, | think." 


A few more indistinct shuffling and scratching noises later, and Alex voice came through the phone loud and 


clear. "Hello?" 


"Uh, hi, Alex, it's me." Geddy had lowered his voice to a whisper. His mother was probably occupied in the back, 
but he didn't feel like answering a bunch of questions if she should overhear him. 


"Hey, Ged! Why are you whispering?" 
"I'm at the store. | don't want my mom to hear me." 


"Ohhhh.." 


"So, yeah, anyway, I've been thinking things over, and | was wondering if you would be around later today." 
Now it was Alex's turn to lower his voice. "I might be, what did you have in mind?" 

"Well, | left my case over there." 

"Uh huh." 

"And | was also thinking we could maybe finish.. What we were working on right before | left the other day." 
‘| like the sound of that! What time?" 

"Well, | get off around four." 

“Actually, | think itll be a little later than that" 

"What will be later?" 

"You getting off." Alex chuckled, a sound that went straight to Geddy's groin Great. It really wouldn't do to get 
turned on now, not unless he wanted the customers to thirk he was really into the latest shipment of waxed 
twine and fuses. 


Geddy coughed. "Okay, so, I'll see you like 4:20, 4:30, okay? | drove today, so I'll come right over." 


"Sounds good, see you then. I'l be waiting." Alex trailed off in a way that somehow managed to be deeply 
seductive, then hung up the phone. 


Geddy felt flustered but happy, and the rest of the day went by in a flash. He didn't even mind too much 
when his mother insisted that he have seconds at lunch, although her cooking was pretty heavy and usually 
made him feel like taking a nap immediately after eating. He'd just finished ringing up a customer when his 


mother emerged from the storeroom, both of their coats in her arms. 
"All right, Geddy, we go now. Sunset is in a few hours. Won't you come over for dinner?" 
"Nah, Ma, it turns out | have plans after all." 


She brightened. "Oh, Neil doesn't have to work? That's good" She handed him his coat, and Geddy stood by as 
she locked the front door to the store, then walked her to her car. 


"Have a good time. Remember what | told you. You're a very lucky boy." She patted him on the cheek, then got 
into her car, started the ignition, and pulled out into traffic. 


Geddy walked over to his car and got in. He felt a little guilty, but it wasn't like he had lied to his mother, he 
just hadn't corrected her. She didn't like to be corrected anyway, and she couldn't fret about what she didn't 
know about. She'd never understand what it was like between him and Alex, or between him and Neil for that 
matter. She couldn't even admit that they were more than "friends," as she put it. What did she care who he 


was "friends" with? 


The short drive over to Alex's apartment went by in a blur. His palms were sweating so much that he had to 
wipe them off on the legs of his jeans to keep the steering wheel from getting slippery. Real attractive, there, 
Ged Oh, well, he couldn't help but be nervous. What was that stupid thing that people said? Oh, yeah. Today is 
the first day of the rest of my life. Normally he didn't go in for much of that groovy consciousness expansion 
crap, but in this case, they were right. 


His knees were shaking as he climbed the narrow staircase behind the record store. He saw a note on Alex's 
door, and his heart sank for a moment. Oh, no, he changed his mind He's not going to be here. When he saw what 
it said, though, he broke into a wide grin 


"Door's Open. Follow The Missing Clothes." 


He took the note from the door and went inside, shaking his head. Alex could be such a goof. Follow the missing 
clothes? What does that mean? He had a mental image of a trail of all his odd socks and other articles of 
clothing that had disappeared over the years. God, / hope the Zeppelin shirt that | lost at the laundromat's there. 
Í loved that shirt 


He looked, and saw that a path had been cleared through the debris on the living room floor. On the path were 
strewn some (deliberately-placed, it would appear) articles of clothing. First, there was a shirt. Then, a pair of 
jeans. Moving forward, he came to one tube sock, then another. Finally, in front of a shut door, were a pair of 


blue y-fronts. He took a deep breath, then opened the door. 
He let out a delighted giggle at the sight that awaited him on the other side. Alex was posed on the bed a la 
Burt Reynolds (including chest pelt), a rose clenched between his teeth. He saw Geddy, and his eyes lit up and 


he began to wave excitedly, 


"Hiya, Ged," he called around the rose, then spit the flower out onto the floor next to the bed. "What're you 


doin’ there, with all your clothes on? Get naked and get your ass over here!" 


Geddy didn't need any further encouragement. He quickly stripped, then stepped over to the bed and started to 


climb on next to Alex. 
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, wait a second!" 
Geddy hesitated. "ls something wrong?" 


Alex winked. "No, no, | just wanted to get a good look at youl It's been a while, you know." 


Geddy blushed under his scrutiny. "And?" 

Alex grinned. "Perfect, just perfect. Now get over here, before | have to grab you!" 

Geddy smiled back and fairly dove into Alex's arms. Alex took hold of him and held him tight, rolling over on 
top of him. Geddy felt the warmth of Alex's body and the scratch of his chest hair against his bare skin. This 
feels right. Alex kissed him, hard, and then nibbled on his earlobe. 

"Are you sure this time? No backing out?" 

"Yeah, I'm sure, Alex. This is what | want" 

"Then let's get to it." 

With that, Alex was all over him. Sometimes it seemed as though he had more than two hands, as he stroked 
and probed every inch of Geddy's body. His skin burned from the touches, punctuated here and there by licks 


and kisses. Alex kept up a continuous stream of talk as he loved him. 


"Oh, fuck yes, Ged, I've wanted you so bad, | missed you, oh god your body your mouth your ass, mmm, need 


you so fucking bad." 


Geddy loved the talk almost as much as the physical contact. Before long, he was moaning and writhing in the 


bed in response to Alex's increasingly-aggressive caresses. He didn't want to wait any longer. 
"Oh, Alex.. Need you.. To fuck me.. Now!" 
"Your wish is my commana, lover." 


Alex rummaged around next to the bed and produced a small jar of Vaseline, then slathered a gob of it on 
himself. "Ready?" 


Geddy closed his eyes, bit his lip, and nodded. 


Ow. Ow ow ow. He'd almost forgotten how huge Alex was.. The stretching feeling was incredible. Alex pushed in, 


relentless, seemingly oblivious to his discomfort. 
"Fuck. Ged, you're so goddamn tight. Fuck.. I'm gonna fuck you now, okay?" 


Geddy managed to produce a whimper of assent, then Alex began thrusting, deep and hard. The pain began to 
subside behind the waves of pleasure that began to roll in 


It was all over far too quickly. With a gasp and a stream of curses, Alex was shooting off inside of him. He 


groaned, then pulled out. 

"Fuck, I'm sorry, Ged. Let me finish you off." 

Geddy was in no mood to deny him. He lay there, helpless with need, as Alex took his dick in his hand and 
stroked him, fast and rough, to a dizzying climax. Afterward, Geddy lay there in a puddle of come and 
petroleum jelly, barely able to move. Alex lay next to him, stroking his hair. 

lm so glad you came over, Ged." 


"l'm so glad | did, too.." 


"And I'd love to stay here all day with you, but, uh, | had plans for this evening. Your call kinda caught me off 


guard, you know?" 

"Oh. Oh, |, uh, | understand. It was kind of spur of the moment 

"Yeah. But hey, go ahead, grab a shower, let yourself out. Dort let me hurry you: 
"0-okay" 


At that moment the phone rang. Alex cursed under his breath, then went into the living room. Geddy tried not 
to eavesdrop, but it was impossible in the tiny apartment. 


"Yeah, yeah, I'm still coming over. Six, right? Yeah, I'm getting ready to leave right now.. Okay. Okay. Yeah. Give 
Justin a hug for me, tell him Daddy's coming over. Yeah. You, too. See you soon" 


Alex hung up the phone and came back into the bedroom, rolling his eyes. "So, yeah, Charlene." 

| thought you said you weren't dating any more.” 

"We're not! We are [00% done, | can tell you that... It's just that she's going through a really tough time right 
now, what with her folks and work and all, you know? She needs me around for a little while. As-- as a friend, 
of course." 

Geddy felt his heart drop. "Yeah, gotcha" 

"But hey, I'd really like to see you again! Give me a call soon, okay? I'd really better get going.’ 


"Okay, Alex, I'm on my way out" 


"Don't let me chase you out! You can stick around, like | say.. Just lock the door behind you, and we're cool.” 


Geddy looked around the room, with its piles of clothing and dirty plates. His glasses were lying on the bed next 


to him, but somehow suddenly things seemed very clear. 
"No, that's okay, Alex. HI just shower at home. Thanks for everything’ 
He got dressed, then went for the door. 

"Ged, hey Ged, wait! 

He stopped, his heart in his throat. "Yeah?" 

"Your case! Don't forget it." 

Geddy turned back and grabbed the case from the smiling Alex. "Thanks" 
"No problemi lIl talk to you later, okay?" 

"Okay" 


The last time he'd left the apartment, he'd come tearing out in a panic. This time, he trudged down the stairs, 
every footfall resounding in his mind with one of two syllables: 


Stu- 
-Pid 
Stu- 
-Pid 
Stu- 
-Pid 
Stu- 
-Pid 
Stu- 


He reached the bottom of the stairs. Shit Didnt even get to finish out the word He got to his car, threw the 


case in the trunk, then opened the door and got in He rested his head for a moment on the steering wheel. 


Congratulations, Geddy. You've proven to yourself that no one loves you. He looked up and saw Alex exiting the 
building, carrying a a bouquet of roses that Geddy strongly suspected included one with teeth marks in the 
stem. He shook his head, then put the car into gear and headed for his apartment. 


He didn't know what he was going to do now. Neil didn't want him, and it was pretty obvious to him now that 
Alex would never be his and his alone. He'd been through the whole sharing thing before, and he couldn't do 
that again. Maybe lil go home, grab some stuff, and just get the hell out of the city for a while. He could drive 
up to Montreal, or hell, if his car could make it, he could go out to the West Coast for a while. He'd heard nice 
things about Vancouver. If he was going to be lonely and unloved, he could go be lonely and unloved somewhere 


warmer. 


He pulled into the icy parking lot and grabbed his case and his mother's pie from the trunk, then picked his 
way toward the front door. About halfway to the door, he caught a patch of ice, and WHAM! Right over onto 
his ass. The pie went flying and splatted all over the ground. Fucking typical. Oh, well, its the last time Iil ever 
have to deal with this shit. Well, second-to-last time. | stil have to get back out to the car after | pack He stood 
up, picked up the bass case (now with a brand-new scratch down the side) and the pie tin, and went into the 
building, then up the stairs into the apartment. 


The now-familiar smells of home almost brought tears to his eyes. He started thinking about all the good 
times he and Neil had shared in the apartment, the long nights spent up talking, the two of them attempting to 
figure out how to cook dinner together, the morning lovemaking sessions that seemed to go on forever.. Too 
bad he doesn't love me, huh? Miserable, he set his stuff down and went directly into the bathroom, then 


showered to wash Alex down the drain. 


Afterward, he toweled off, then walked into the bedroom and dug his battered old suitcase out of the closet. 
He got dressed, then haphazardly packed a few changes of clothes. He looked at his bass. Oh, yeah, the case is 
still in the other room. 


He went to where he had left it on the floor, but when he reached down to grab it, he saw a note in Neil's 


handwriting lying on the coffee table. It was folded over and his name was on the front 
Whats this? Probably a to-do ist Or an eviction notice. He picked up the note and started to read it. 
Dear Geddy, 

This is an incredbly hard note for me to write to you. 


Geddy sat down hard on the couch. Neil was breaking up with him. He should have figured. Tears started to 


form in his eyes once again. He forced himself to keep reading. 
Its hard for me to write because Im not good at admitting when Ive been wrong. 


Surprised, Geddy sat up a little straighter. 


Ive been wrong, and Ive been bad to you. You mean everything fo me, and | never, ever let you know. 


Geddy put his feet up on the couch and hugged his knees to his chest. The tears were freely streaming down 
his face now. 


Ive also lied to you. | dont think Valentine's Day is stupid, | think its terrifying Its terrifying because for the first 
fime in my hife, | need someone else, and | dont know how to need someone. Its easier if | pretend that today's just 
another day, because then | don't have to tell you that you're my world 

Geddy read the end of the note through tear-blurred eyes. 

So, yeah, Im supposed to be the guy that's good with words, but when I try to use them to fell you how I feel, I 
suck at it. So Im going to fell you now: | love you, Geddy Weinnb, now and forever, if you'll have me. And if I 
forget to fell you that ever again, | give you permission to slap me until | remember. Love, Neil 

Geddy curled into a ball on the couch and read and re-read the note, sobbing as he did. Oh, fuck, Ive ruined 
everything Everything After a short while, his tortured musings were interrupted by the sound of a key in the 
lock Startled, he stopped crying and sat up, looking at the clock. It was only 8 pm. What was Neil doing home? 
Oh, god, what if he talked to Alex, and. 

The door opened and Neil entered the apartment. 


"Hey, Geddy, you here? | talked to my dad, and he told me to go ahead and come home early, so l." 


He took one look at Geddy in a heap on the couch, then dashed over and sat beside him, putting his arms 
around Geddy's shoulders. Geddy buried his face in Neil's neck and sobbed anew. 


"Oh, Geddy, Im so, so sorry. Please forgive me, please?" 

"What are you talking about? There's nothing to forgive you for. 

"Didn't you read the note?" 

"Yeah, | did, but I'm the one who should be sorry. km sorry that you're stuck with me!" 
"| want to be with you" 


"You don't know me, you just think you do. Why don't you go out and find somebody better? Find yourself a 
girl and have a bunch of kids, or find yourself a boy, | don't care..." 


"| can't find somebody better. There isn't anybody better." 


"What if I'd done something -- something in the past that | really regret doing and that I'm never ever going 


to do again?" 

"Did you murder anybody?" 

"No.." 

"Rape somebody? Steal from old ladies and orphan waifs?" 

"No." 

"Listen to disco?" 

Despite himself, Geddy giggled. "No, and | don't really want to tell you what it was, but .." 

Neil put a hand up to Geddy's lips. "Geddy, stop. Whatever you did, it doesn't matter." 

"Really?" 

"No, it's in the past, and we won't let it screw up the present, whatever it is. If you ever want to tell me, I'l 
listen, but frankly, | don't really want to know. Here's what | do want to know right now: Do you want to be 
with me?" 


Geddy hiccuped a little, then nodded. "Yes." 


"That's all thats important. Really. Everything starts over from this moment on Now, it's still early.. What do 
you want to do for Valentine's Day? Feel like going out?" 


Geddy put his arms around Neil and hugged him tight, snuggling into his broad shoulders. "No, | think I'd like to 
stay in. | can think of plenty of things we can do to celebrate right here." For the first time in a long time, 
Geddy felt as though he was exactly where he belonged. 


